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with  about ten   houses   around it,  where  food
supplies were scarce and prices very high.
Eagerly setting to work to get Indians to enter
the Auca country, I headed for the house of Samuel
Souder, an old North American who lived fifteen
minutes' walk outside the settlement.
Souder was a Spanish-American war veteran,
and in the course of his life had drifted about to
many different parts of South America, finally
settling down in the Oriente of Ecuador. Long, lean,
a typical Yankee in appearance, he needed only a
goatee, a tail coat and a top hat to be the counter-
part of Uncle Sam.
Truculent as a fighting cock, continually blas-
pheming other people or things that "molested"
him, he could, however, be most agreeable to anyone
he liked. His cussing was largely a manner of
speech, for underneath he was a very kind old man.
This was especially evident in his dealings with his
Indians, who adored him, and he was just as fond of
them.
When I arrived, an Indian was dying of
dysentery on the veranda. Souder was both berating
him and giving him medical treatment at the same
time, and the Indian appreciated both acts equally.
Souder was interested in our project to go to
Rayo Urcu; and although he did not commit him-
self at once, he began to think it over.
After several tantalising changes of mind he gave
way, and agreed to lend me his Indians, who were